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Country 
| . Humbly addreſs'd to 
Gus r Avus VAS A, E 5 | 


. AN D 


All the Never-enough-to be admir'd, 
Wimitable, and incomparable Authors of 
that famous, excellent, and fine New 


Patriot PL AY, 
The Deliverer of hit Country. 


Which lately narrowly eſcap'd being Acted. 


Bombalio! Stridor! Clangor! Taratantura! Murmur ! 
Til Bound ! II Spring! P11 knock the wehkkned Pole ! 
Ill knock fo bard . ftrike tbro it a Hole! 
Pickering Rich, Efq; 
Fad NoTuinc wonder'd bow this SomeTRING was! 
Brooke's Univerſal Beauty, 
Parturiunt Montes Naſcetur Ridiculus Mu“ 


We might well call this /bort Mock- Play of our, 
77. — Mead inſtead of Hlewers; 


—— 
* 


e& fuch baue been preſented to your Noſes, 
7 there are ſuch, yo rage 17 'em Roſes, 
| | Prologue to the Rehearſal. 
—ä — — — ; 
| | Numzzr III. 
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Printed for R. Swan, near Charim-Craſt; where 
Letters to the Author (Poſt Paid) are taken in: 
and Sald by the Bookſellers of London and Weſt 
minſter, where may be had the Former Numbers. 
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A LETTER from a Friend of the 
COUNTRY CORRESPONDENT -s 70 
the Publiſher of that Pamphlet. 


Will's Cofze-Houſe, Charing-Croſs, 
May 15, 1739. 


"I 


SOSATYD H O' it has been a long time ſtrongly 
inſinuated (and particularly puffed a- | 
T bout by a Hackney Coachman, who ſome- |; 
r \ times wears a ſecond-hand Velvet Livery ) 
FS 2 that violent Proſecutions and Informa- 
tions, &c. were to be exhibited againſt 
the Publiſhers of the CouwvrRY CorresponDenT, 
in order to intimidate the Bookſellers, &c. from 
vending it; you may let ſuch boaſtful Hero's be 
acquainted, notwithſtanding all their poor, weak 
Endeavours, and idle Reports, THESE PaPzRs will 
be occaſionally continued, and are ſtill bought of, and 
ſold by, the Bookſellers and Pamphlet-ſellers of Lon- 4 
- WU don and Weſtminſter: And the Gentleman who wrote 1 
it, not being at all aſhamed, or afraid of his Cauſe | 
(in Defence of which be will advance nothing but Truth, 4 
. is ready to face any . Antagoniſt, when thought) ö 
| proper, in any Court of Juſtice in England; as he | 
: dare, if neceſlary, on any Spot of Ground, avow 4 
1 himſelf | 
1 


4 To the Publiſher. _ 
himſelf to be the Author, to any Man who has à 


juſt Title to the Name of a Gemileman, and is a 
Perſon of real Worth and Honour, The CounTry 


CorRgsPonpenT has Generofity and Humanity 


enough to believe, ſome may, poſſibly, be ſuch, bow- 
"ever unhappily they are miſtaken in their Principles, 
or their Minds miſguided by their Politic Inſtruttors. 
He cannot, tho', pay that Complement to Roman 
CaTHolick Whigs (ſo inconſiſtent and ignorant 
are ſome Men, they think they can be both) wha 
| 75 affected, of late, to be mighty publick ſpirited 
Politicians and Patriots, and have warmly talked in 
the Defence of the Liberty of the Preſs, as they 
call it; tho', as they abuſe it, one might ſtile it, 
The Licentious Freedom of throwing Dirt on their 
Betters, into whoſe Company they may have for- 
merly impudently thruſt themſelves, and have been 
well treated, from not being known. As a French 
Cook, or a Taylor, may have been miſtaken, by 
Chance, for a Marquis, from his Laced Cloaths, 
and Be-powdered Peruke, till being found out, he 
has been decently ſhewn the Side of the Door next 
the Street, and deſired never to come there again. 
Theſe Sort of modeſt, tender-hearted Men, if their 
Conſcience accuſes them, they are in the leaſt 
like any humorous, feigned, Character, in a Play, 
a Farce, or any publick Piece (notwithſtanding, for 
Lucre, they themſelves would 7ibel their Patrons, or 
their Parents) immediately are ſtung ; and then, 
the nettled half-blooded Biggots wiſh for the Power 
of an Inquiſition, to deſtroy all their Heretical Non- 
Admirers. 23 0K 379 © 
But, God forbid they ſhould ever have any ſuch 
Power in England; or, that ever a thorough-bred 
hy 4. ſhould (whatever Maſk or Cloak he may 
hide himſelf under) be 'miſtaken for a Friend to the 
preſent Royal Family, our happy Eſtabliſhment, and 
dell conducted Adminiſtration, or to any one wha 
wiſhes well to either. „ os Ay 
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al 


5 mo Publiſher. 5 

As I know you to be one of the real Friends of 
dur Conſtitution, give me Leave to congratulate 

ou on the Loyal and Spirited Addreſs the Lords 

ave lately made to His MajzesTyY, which will 
ſtrongly convince ſome foreign Powers, the true Senſe 
of the Honour and Intereſt of the Nation till ſubſiſts 
among our Britiſh Nobility ;- nor are they wanting in 
their Allegiance to their King, whatever may be baſely 
aſſerted to the contrary, by low, mercenary and 
malicious Minds. 


Your allowing this a Place in your Pamphlet, 
will oblige, S1 R, 


Your bumble Servant, 
FRank TOWNLY. 
P. S. AsI 2 myſelf a Friend of the Country 


Correſpondents, give me leave to aſſure you, 
He is a Man, of whom may be ſaid, 


Ne quid Fulſi dicere Audeat, ne quid Veri non Audeat. 
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Country Correſpondent, 
* 0 


GusTavus Vasa, Efg, 


Incomparable $ I R, Sat. May 26, 1739. 


ese you are a Perſon of extraordinary 
PaSSP(=gs Conſequence, inſtruct me in what 
"NS Manner, thou doughty Hero, thou 
e darling Patriot, and delectable Poet, 
ſo lowly a Suppliant as a Country 
Gentleman ſhall venture to addreſs 
you; for to be ſure, *Sqouire (by 
the Title Page of your Mock- Tragedy, 1 find you 
are fond of THAT T1TLE) you have lately been 
viſiting the unhappy Inhabitants of Moorfields, where 
you caught the Infection, 'till you thought yourſelf, 
at leaſt, a Monarch. *Tis Pity but you had re- 
mained there, *till Bleeding, Shaving, and Purging, 
had cooled your Noddle and your Blood, and brought 
you to your Senſes ; which appear to have been 
lately ſtrangely diſturbed with the wild Ideas of 
Tragedy-Truncheons, Copper - Crowns, Spangled 
Robes, and Nodding Plumes, 'till you have bellow'd 
out ſuch Fuſtian Rhapſody and Bumbaſt, as never 
entered the Penicraneum of poor Nat. Lee—when 


in his higeſt Flights of real Madneſs. 


Rightly 


e 
Rightly did your wiſe Aſſiſtants and Admirers 
declare, Shakeſpear, Otway, Addiſon, &c. were all 
out done For, if ever they wrote any thing like 
your Tragedy, may I be condemn'd never to read 
any of them again, 

But, not to loſe Time, which can barely be ſaid 
to be made any Uſe of, while thrown away upon 
you——Permit me, Sans Ceremonie, to enter upon 

our elaborate Dedication, which you were ſo many 
eeks ſtraining hard to bring forth Had you 
followed the — of your Brother Bayes, and 
uſed ſtewed Pruants, twould have eaſed you mightily. 
Nor had our Lords and Commons ſo long waited 
for your coſtive Production ou ſeem to 
have thought yourſelf, Maſter Guſtavus, of ſuch 
_—_ I wonder you did not publiſh (in 


a Craftſman or Common Senſeman) your High and 


mighty Pleaſure, that the Buſineſs of the Nation 
ſhould ſtand till, 'till they had heard your -Royal 
Speech, which you deign to call (thro* your extraor- 


dinary Modeſty) a Prefatory Dedication. Your 


Naſhonal Baſhfulneſs has made you ſtrike out the 
Beginning, which, I am informed, in Manuſcript, 
ſtood thus; My Lords and Gentlemen. So it ſhould 
have remained, as ſuitable to the Dignity of ſuch a 


Bard, Politician, Patriot, &c. Cc. By the Way, as 
* your Subſcribers are of both Sexes, would it have 


been amiſs to have added, my Ladies, Abigals, and 
Gentlewomen ? 
Tou are really, Sir, I confeſs, a very National 
Man, and your whole Dedication ſavours ſtrong of 
the Nation—This is no Flattery, for your own Words 
declare you are fond of National Liberty, National 
Welfare, &c. (not forgetting National Subſcriptions) 
That is to ſay, the Word National, which you make 
uſe of in every Page, and almoſt every Paragraph, 
of your Prefatory Dedication, or Dedicatory Pre- 
face—Had you no ſtrong Debates with your RO 
5 abal, 
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Cabal, whether it ſnould be called the one er the 
other —— You ſay, you took your Subject from the 
Hiſtory of Sweden Strange News indeed——-[ 
ſuppoſe you meant, by way of Compliment, to 
hint to your Readers, your Opinion of their Igno- 
rance - But could you ſuppoſe they were unknowing 
of what Country : Guſtavus was the Deliverer ? 
Well, 1 believe you did take your Subject from the 
Hiſtory of that Gothick and glorious Nation; and I 
farther believe, you took your Poetry from thence : 
tho? ſome have been ill-natur'd enough to ſay, your 
Heroes ſpeak the Language of Lapland, or rather, 
no Language at all. A certain Wit, tho', was 
pleaſed to declare, He really thought your Merit, 
as an Author, fairly entitled you to be Poet Laureat 
to the Goths ; 'and, if they had no ſuch Officer yet, 


he hoped they would make you, at leaſt, Secretary 


to the Vandals. 2 5 W 

Your flaming, fiery Genius diſplays itſe ore we 
come wary, Fd for, I think, in about five Lines 
ot the fifth Paragraph of your Prefatory, Patrio- 
tical 'Preface, you give us all this warm Shine of 
Stile at once, viz. UNEXTINGUISHABLEP OPARKS to 
light Great-Britain in a dark Night, I preſume, A 
FLAMING SworD to protect her againſt accidental] 


Street Robbers, or the Trained Bands, and ViTAL | 


Hear (what's that? a Dram?) againſt iNTz$TINE 
MaLicniTiEs. By that, I ſuppoſe, you mean the 
Griping of the Guts : And then you ſtick the Crown 
of the Monarch full of SpARkSs and Gems, i. e. 
Small Coal Duſt and Kerry Stones. 
Pray, Sir, did you intend to raiſe our Wander, 
of our Laughter, by all this glorious Stuff? Or, 
what the Devil did you propoſe ? To frighten and 
amaze Children? Or, as you grew conſcious Gentle- 
men would be heartily provoked at their Diſap- 
pointment, when they came to read your Play; 1 


fuppoſe you were reſolved to give them enough in 


— 


your Preface, to make them throw down your Book, 
as Smith does in the Rebear/al, when he very juſtly 
fays, £Death ! this would make a Man Spew. But, 


like your Original Brother Bayes, you ſeem reſolved 


to elevate and ſurprize at any rate. To take you 


entirely to pieces, would fill Volumes in Folio; 


which were as idle as writing fo many Remarks on 
the famous Hiſtories of Thomas | Hickathrift, or Fact 


the Giant Killer, two Heroes that I recommend to 


your Conſideration ; and ſhould you honour them 
ſo far as to bring them on the Stage, 1 dare ſay, 


even the Tragedy of Tragelies, or Jom Thumb the 
Great, would be thought little if compared to 


them. - 
Your intended Sneer, my Deareft, at the Dignity 
of the I. Cs Office, which I think runs 
thus; Had the Dignity of the L—d C——s Office, 
„ condeſcended, as ſome would inſinuate, is a Thea- 
trical Examination of the Drama, 10 à criti A In- 


„ quiſition of the Conduct, the Unites, and, K 


« of Scenery, even ſo I might have hoped for we.Jl 
* Indulgence with Farces, Pantemines, and other Per- 
* formances of the like Taſte and Genius.” | 

This ſneering Paragraph, I fay, I muſt beg Leave, 
High and Mighty Guftavus, to retort on thee with 
a very little Variation—That, out of 'thy own Mouth 
I may condemn thee. 

Had the Dignity of the L—d C—'s Office con- 
deſcended to a Theatrical Examination of thy Drama, 
could you, my Hony, have Modeſty enough to 
ſuppoſe thy Rhapſodical Piece could ſtand a Critical 
Inquiſition? Since thy Conduct is as wild as thy 
Diction? The? you ſeem, indeed, to have thought 
the litile Trick of Scenery worth regarding: But as to 


the Unites you mention, I find you have heard of 
the Word; but I doubt you don't know what you 


mean when you uſe it As an excellent Tragedy 
is, perhaps, one of the greateſt and moſt merito- 
e 2 | rious 
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rious Productions of Poetry, a had one may be faid 
to be, one of the loweſt Abuſes of Poetry and the 
Stage, and therefore ought not to find equal In- 
dulgence with Farces, Pantomines, and other harm- 
leſs Performances of like Taſte and Genius; unleſs 
one was to aſſert, with a great Counſellor, who 
(being lately reprimanded at the Bar for. quoting 
a certain Author) told the Court, that one bad Law 
Book was more ſerviceable than a hundred good ones, 
i. e. did more Miſchief. 

In your very next Paragraph you ſay, The Probi- 
bition of your Play laid you under the Neceſſity of 
publiſhing it, to convince the Publick that (tho of no 

valuable Conſequence) you, are at leaſt inoffenſive. 
Ass I have a ſincere Reſpect for the Gentleman 
who is Examiner of Plays under the L— C——; 
and as he is really a Man of Honour, Learning, 
Birth and Fortune, I cannot allow myſelf the Li- 
bers trifling with his Name or Character, other- 
Et de might laughingly aſk the Queſtion, Whe- 
CONE 4 you did not make Intereſt with him to get 

your darling Deliverer of his Country prohibited from 
appearing in his Buſkins within the Realms of Drury's 
Theatre? You had a narrow Eſcape, my Jewel; 
for, had he ſtalked over the Stage bur one Night, 
you would ſcarce have been drove to the deplorable 
Neceſfity of raiſing a large Subſcription, to convince 
the Publick it was of no valuable Conſequence ;, for, I 
believe (and I have heard many declare as much) the 
Majority of your Patrons find their Curioſity fo diſ- 
appointed, they wiſh they had laid out their Crowns 
to more purpoſe——But how you'll undertake to 
prove you are inoffenſive, I can't ' readily deviſe, 
unleſs you would inſinuate, you deſerved Mercy from 
the Impotence of your Malice—But the Intention is 
obvious to every Child that can read Naughty 
Guſtavy, don't you know, ſome of your Country- 
men (ſome Theatrical Aſſiſtants, fipirers 2 

| | 5 rs 
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puffers of yours) when at Rehearſal they burſt out 


into rapturous Acclamations at your fine Things, 
as they thought them, at the fame Time join'd in 
their Fears of not being permitted to ſhine in the 
Parts you had alloted them? Fie ! fie !- Child, don't 
deal in Fable till you have a better Memory, leſt 
you ſhould make as bad a Figure in Converſation, as 
you do in your late purchas'd Tye-Wig and lac'd 
Velvet Waiſtcoat. As I hear you have a ſmall Fa- 
mily, and they muſt eat, Iam inclinable, in ſome 
ſort, to excuſe you; but what the Squire who is 
intruſted with the Direction of the Theatre can fa 
for himſelf, in ſending ſuch a Play to be licenſed, 
I can't readily imagine. If he ſaw an abuſive De- 
ſign in it, twas his Duty to have rejected it him- 
ſelf. If he pleads Ignorance, he is not fit for the 
Station he has thruſt himſelf into—But he and his 
Abilities are, at length, well known. 
Even your Preface ſeems inſpired with the Spiric 
of Hurlothrumbo, and I could be well pleaſed my 
Lord Flame ſhould ſet it to his Recitativo—lt would 


not be unentertaining, were he to repeat it with his 


Fiddle in his Hand, and mounted upon his Stilts— 
T he extatic Agonies he appeared ſometimes to 
throw himſelf into in his Theatrical Performances, 
muſt certainly be ſhort of what you felt——So much 
were you in Earneſt, you could not forbear printing 
your Groan, when you cry out, Ox | NEVER May, 
Sc. —Pray Heaven you do well after it. Theſe 
Ah's ! and Oh's! are but Expletives in Verſe; but 
in Proſe, are unpardonable. Methinks they may 
be call'd the meer Etcetera's of Woe : or, The 
Help- mates of a dull Genius. 3 

Well, I own 1 have read your Play thro', but I 
promiſe you I will not do fo again in haſte : But, in 
grateful Return of the extravagant Joy I have re- 
ceived from your wonderous Work, I herewith ſend 


* 
9 8 I | you 


. Laplanders, and Hottentots ——— To line Trunks, 


[12 J | 
you a few Notes, Which, if you take as they are 
meant, is all that's defir'd of you by, Sir, &c. 


PROLOGUE. 
Ask ye what Lato their conquering Cauſe conſeſi d? 
No Law at all, I ſuppoſe. | 
Our Bard, exalted in à free-born Name. 
Here the Author fancy'd himſelf upon the Top of 
the Monument, with blazing Bonfires around him— 


| Thope he had no bad Deſign againſt the City. 


He to no State, no Climate bounds his Page. 
No, no, tho" it was a Subſcription for a Crown, 
yet it is come down to Eighteen Pence, and, as tis 
thought, it will 8 be ſold for Six Pence; any 
Nation may have it, Engliſh, Scotch, Welch, 1, 


or keep People cleanly. 4 A Friend in Need is a 
Friend indeed.“ | + Saw (4 


Neceſſary Alterations to be made in the Dramatis per- 
ſonæ, or Perſons repreſented. | 


| M E N. | 

Criſtiern, A hat headed, half witted, huff bluff 
Dragoon, that ſwears, bullies and bluſters con- 
trary to all Laws of Decency, Morality, or Com- 
mon Senſe, and fit only to be exhibited in 4 
Puppit Shew—— Not in — Zr. 

merely the Phantom of the Poet's Brain, 
unlike any thing that ever was. 

* Trollio, alias Trolly Lolly, A Fellow with a fewBrains, 

but a damn'd Rogue, therefore thought proper. 
by the ingenious Author, to be a B— or a 


Plas 
M 


I have heard, the Actor deſign'd for this Character, return'd 
the Part to the Prompter, to give to the Manager; being ak'd 
his Reaſons, he reply'd, I ſhall give them to the Maſter (when 


1 toy in private: In the mean Time, let this fatisfy you 
60 a 


olo Epiſcopari.“ 


NN 


A 
4 


\ 
\ 


And. His Dwelling 
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M— A ſmall Inſtance of his reſpectful Opinion 8 


his Betters, 
Peterſon, A ſly Fellow, and a Jack of both Sides. 


Laeries; A pretty Page, and a mere Milk Sop. 

Guſtavus, A Blackſmith, and a Foot Soldier. | 

Arvida,, A whining Blubberboy, and a pleaſant 
2 ſort of a Prince that's fond of going of 

rands unbid; and n the Dirty Work 

of a Spy. 

Anderſon, A Lord that has lixtle or LAT YL to do. 

Arnoldys, A Rebellious Parſon, that ought to be ſent 
under Mr. . to Georgia. 


Sward, An old hoping i out T rooper 
WOMEN. 


 Criflina, A green ſick Girl--Her Head ſomewhat | 


diſordered \.with reading wild Romances, idle 

Novels, and naughty Play Books. 
u, A good motherly 21d Woman. 
Guſtava, A little Child in a Bib and Apron. _ 
Mariana, Alias Mrs. Mary, a prating Chamber- 
— Convenient. 

im Cie 

The Inſide of the Copper Mines in Dalecarlia. 

Did ever any Body hear of an Outſide ? This Triſd 


* 


Scene, I ſuppoſe, was to have been painted by Patrik 


27 — 
tbrows Inc . 
Arra, But how ? — 
marks a 8 — in bis Soul, 
Aud whiſpets t more than Man abont bim. 
- Theſe Libesſhould Rand thus 
His Dwelling marks a Secret in his Soul, 


And whiſpers ſomething that is very foul. 


Bayes fays it is a hard Matter to pen a Whiſper —— 
Hot our modern Fix ex ſeems to fancy himſelf here in 


efy a n a — Let I don't 
remember 


the whiſpering G 


— . 
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14 
remember ever to have heard before that the Building 

_ whiſper'd, tho? it might occaſion the Words of a 
Whiſperer to reverberate. 

And. Bind him with ſacred Friendſoip to my Soul, 

And make bim half myſelf. 

Arn. *Tis Nobly promiſed. 

That* scharmingly ſaid· And nobl ypromis'd iadeed. 
Arn. — hls on bis — . 

Sits Palience bathed in the laborious NP 
Of painful Induſtry. 

Here enter poor little — a Coekhorſe upon 
Guſtavus's Forehead, half drowned in his Muck and 
Sweat. Ah! that's quite new——One may truly 
ſay, there never was any thing like it. 

Arn. —— Sudden Paſſion ſeiz?d, 

And bore him from his ſeeming ; ſtrait bis Form 
Was turn d to Terror, Ruin fil d his Eye, 
And bis proud Step appear d to awe the World. 

And. Your Words imply a Man of mucb as; 
* Arn, So J ſuſpeFeg——— _ 

l think by this Deſcription of Guſtavus, the Words 
may be faid to imply a ſort of Man that——One 
does not know what to make of — Or a kind of a 
ſtaring, ſtalking Strutter, who might be call'd, 
Monſtrum Horrendum. 

Well, but now enter Guſtavus, who, 1 ſuppoſe, 
was to be dreſs'd in an old Red Jacket Greazy 
Leathern Breeches ——Sins Hoſe, Sans Shoes A 
Shock Head of Hair—And—A Sledge Hammer, 
or, a Pick-Ax in his Hand His mans very black, 
ſweaty and naſty. - | 

N. B. It was thought pro r at Rehearſal, this 
Actor ſhould be unſhaved during the Run of the 
Play, that a black Muzzle might make him look 
the more Fierce and Terrible: But as it was ima- 


_ gin'd 


* frnoldus fays no more *© Becauſe he is ſuppos'd to 


2 be a deep Politician ;' and Matters of State ought not to be 
* divulg'd? ' Vide The Rebearſal. 


8 
ir 
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gin d the Strength and Length of his Briſtles might 


incommode the Gentleman deſign'd for the Cha- 
racer, he was to be allowed a ſufficient Quantity of 
burnt Cork, or Snuffs of Candles, at the Expence 
of the Director. 
Guſt. Think of Stockholm 
ben Criſtiern ſeiz'd upon the Hour of Peace, 

And arench'd the hoſpitable Floor with Blood; 
. Then fell the Flow'r of Sweden, mighty Names ! 

Her hoary Senators, and gaſping Patriots, 

The Tyrant ſpoke, and his licentious Band 
Of Blood irain'd Miniſtry were looſed to Kuin. 
Invention wanton'd in the Toil of Infants 

Stabb'd on the Breaſt, or reeting on the Points ' 

Of ſportive Favelins. Husbands, Sons, and Sires, 

* With dying Ears drank in the loud Deſpair 

Of Hrieking Chaſtity. The Waſte of War 

Was Peace and Friendſhip to this civil Maſſacre. 

O Heav'n and Earth ! Is there a Cauſe for this ? 

For Sin without Temptation, calm, cool Villany. 
| Deliberate Miſchief, unimpaſſion'd Luſt, 

And ſmiling Murder? FPS 
All this is prodigious fine to be ſure: But Tam tt 
a Loſs to know whether you took the Hint from 
Herod's Cruelty, or a Butcher's Slaughter Houſe— 
I'll undertake, however, to ſettle that Point, when 
p_ do me the Favour to tell me what you mean 

y unimpaſſioned Luſt. of2 i 
And. Guſtavus! Heav*ns ! *Tis be | *Tis be himſelf ! 

Who the Devil ſhould it be? For ought I can 
find, thro” this Scene Anderſon might as well have 
known Guſtavus before—Bur he makes up for that 
now, by poſſitively aſſerting, tis not only he 
But he himſelf, — Arra, my dear Life, how the 
Devil would he be any body beſide himſelf, - unleſs he 
was drunk or mad? 

- "oy 


* That dying Ear drinking of loud Deſpair, is as good &s 
Mr. Bayets graſping a Storm with an Eye. Vide The Rebearſal. 
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Arv. Ha! What is be, who in the Shreds of Slav 

Supports a Step ſuperior to the State, 
And Infolence of Ermine ? | 
. Ha ! Tes=—Tis he - Pow'rs ! it is Guſtavus. 
So Arvida asks the Queſtion only to anſwer him- 
ſel A pretty fort of Dialogue; like the Sot who 
drank by himſelf, and cry'd, Here's to Dick— 


7 


Thank you Richard — But why the Inſolence of 


Ermine? Is that poor little Beaſt ſo inſolent a 
Creature? Or do you mean it as a Complement 
to Kings and their Nobles, whoſe Robes are orna- 
mented with that Skin? If fo, your Modeſty and 
Good-manners are equally extraordinar If 
you'll confine the Innuendo to ſome Theatrical 
Monarchs, I'll not diſallow the Refle&ion. 
Guſt. Beyond the ſweeping of the proudeſt Train. 

That ſhades a Monarch's Heel! | 

Here you had the Actor's long Tragedy Robe 
ſtrong in your Fancy. | 
Guſt. For wwe muſt ride upon the Neck of Danger. 

I doubt our Author, or ſome of his Aſſiſtants, 
have been mightily us'd to walk a Foot, and want 
now to be kicking their Heels on Horſeback, 
they ſo often, thro' this Play, are for mounting 
But what ſort of a Beaſt is this Danger that muſt 
be rid on his Neck? Would not the Saddle be as 
well placed on his Back? Tou exclaim againſt 
Pantomines, and yet ſeem to have been ſo fond of 
them, as to have borrowed many of your Images 
from thence——PFor this Line can hardly afford 
any Other Idea than a Theatrical Dragon, or Broom- 
ftick, or Pitchfork, flying acroſs the Stage, with 
ſo many odd Creatures upon it, ſome of them are 
forced to ride on the front End, or Neck of it. 

Guſt. No hold we want Oaths. io join us, 

Swift let us part, from Pole to Pole aſunder. 

A Cauſe like our's is its, own Sacrament 

. . God knows 2 Blunder. 
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By many borrowed Paſſages of your Play, 1 can 
readily ſpy you have read ſeveral Tragedies— Let, 
methinks, ſtealing ſo boldly from Shake/pear, is an 
unpardonable Faux Pas—— Or, would you have 
us believe, you never heard of Brutuss Reply to 
Caſſius (who propoſes the Conſpirators to ſwear their 
Reſolution) when he ſays, 

Mo, not an Oath, &c.— | 
It was as abſurd to hope this could be forgot, as it 
was over-bold in Valais French Arrogance, to 
aſſert in his Preface to his Funias Brutus, That he 
wondered no Exgliſb Poet had ever touch'd on that 
Subject, when it palpably appears, thro* his whole 


Piece, how much he has borrowed from Nat. Lee; 


an Author, 29%. my Dear, ſeem not unacquainted 
with—His Rants I mean — Sure you could not + 
hope for a third Night; for, had you not been 


damn'd on the firſt ; had the Players bellow'd up 


to your Writing, their Lungs muſt have fail'd 
them on the ſecond Day: And there are fome of 
thoſe Perriwig-pated Fellows (as Shakeſpear calls 
them) too frequently defirous of ſplitting the Ears 
of the Groundlings. | 


ACT . 


Criſt. 725, Trollio, I confeſs the Godlike Thirſt, 
Ambition, that would drink a Sea of Glory, 
Oons | What a monſtrous Draught is here? 

Troll. Of Old 1 know them : 

All born to Broils, the very Sons Tumult; 

Waſte is their Wealth, and Mutiny their Birthright, 

And this the yearly Fever of their Blood, 

Their Holiday of War; a Day apart, 1 

Torn out from Peace, and ſacred to Rebellion. 

Oft has their Battle hung upon the Brow 

Of Bux RIII- Fips, à living Cloud of Miſchiefs, 

Pregnant with Plagues, and empty d on the Heads F 
2 


1 18 1 

Of many a Monarch. 

By, this Deſcription, you have choſe out fach A 
Sett of Fellows to wait on your Hero, as would 
make a pretty Figure, properly diſpos'd in a Cart, 
for making Feſt Country Riots, and pug. down 
Turnpikes—A Pack of rare Mohocks uch as 
know no Law, obey no Magiſtrate—Pleaſant Re- 


formers of a Government, indeed; there's enough 


of them to be found frequently at * Cofer-houje, 

the Bear-garden, or St, Giles's "Pound, 

Criſt. Monarchs they were not, 1 
Pageants of Wax, the Moulding of the 14 a 
Tame, paultry Idols, 3 up for Shew | 

And garni into Ro 
This was borrow — the Hint of a Wine 

Army in Fog's Journal. Thro' your whole Drama, 

you appear to have read many of thoſe Papers at- 

rentively—d hope you never wrote any of on. 

Gent. Of Sweden. 

From Angermannia, from Helſingia /ome 

(And ſome with each from Middle Wallia come) 

Some from Gemtian and Nerician Provinces. 

Theſe are ſome very extraordinary Tragedy Lines, 
and would ſound well from the Mouth of the Actor, 
as they make a good Figure in Print. 

Criſt. Damm d Aſfellation) what a ſullen Scorn 
Knits up his Brow, and frowns upon our Preſence. 
What—ay—thou woud'ſt be thought a Myſt 
Some Greatneſs in Eclip ee not of the the Moon) | ) 
Whence art thou, Slave 
Silent! nay then—Bring forth the Ti orlure. there— 
A Smile ! Damnation !— 

This may be properly call'd, Curſing, Swearing, 
and Scolding in Elboicks. The ſullen Behaviour of 
Arvida in this Scene, is a poor Imitation of Oſmyn's 
Behaviour in the Mourning Bride, at his firſt Ap- 
rance—To enumerate al the Plays this Tres 


malthus kill Cow Author has ſtole from, would Eq 
* 
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endleſs 3 as, indeed, tis needleſs, to thoſe who have 
had any Knowledge of. a Traue; the — 
Thefts are ſo obvious. 

Criſt. HFiends and Fire |!—— 2 

| A Whirkwind tear the moſt audacious 7 — 

| More nonſenſical Curſing and Sweari 

Enter u Meſſe rsa 

= Enter a Meſſenger as ina xr? eter wg «order 

| to run on in dirty Boots, as a Denotation of his hard 
| Riding — Criſtiern, after terrifying the r Devil 
| out of his Senſes, like a wiſe Man, bids him not dare 
to be frightned. By my Shoul that was charmin! 
Criſt. Unmov'd, I move the Whole, the cent ring Nave; 
Where turns that mighty Circle—Speak thy Meſſage. 

| Here his Monarth is, after a nonſenſical Matiner; 

transform'd into the Nave of a Coach, or a Cart 

Wheel; which, by the Way, is not unmov'd itſelf; 

while the Wheel turns, tho* the Axletree js —— 

A ſmall Blunder ; but paſs it— 

Criſt Held rather ſee 

This Earth a Deſart, deſolate and wild; 

And, like the Lyon, Hall my lonely Round, 

Fumiſb d and roaring for my Pr till found) | 


p Fhis Hint is ſtole 1 ſome 2 the mad Rants of . 

; Buſiris, where he fays, J 

& Like Death'a ſolitary Kin PII reign 

« O'er ſilent Subjects, yrs art Plain; i 

« E er brook their Pride,PII ſpread a gen'ral I Doom, | 

« And evry Step ſhall be from Tomb to Tomb: * 

Criſt. O Curſe ! How Hell has tim'd its Plagues ! f 

This Monarct's Treaſure would be ys. cup ex- b 

hauſted, were he to pay every Time he ſwears 5 

| I doubt his Privy Purſe (or we Pots Pauper Sub- | 

| ſcription) would hardly hold out <q anſwer the De. | 
5 mand, any more than my Paper Wuld, ſhould 1 

1 take Notice of all his Oaths, of our 't«dern Bayes $ [ 

. Mistakes, ſo I muſt beg leave to pegled man of | 

0 them; tho?,. wy Rare every Reader in the 
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L 20 ] 
methinks it is needleſs to point them out. | 
Crit, Tro Copenhagen drew a Length of Chain. 

From TorTTEnHnam CourT To GRAx's-Ixx- 
| -LANE. | * 
Pray did you mean Copenhagen Alehouſe, by 1/ing- 
ton? — That Copenhagen is a happy mouthing Word, 
and the long Chain that drags after it, would have 
had . Effect in Speak ing What Pity it is we 
loſt it ! | | 
But now for a little Bartholomew Fair trick of Scenery. 
Scene opens and diſcovers Arvida in Chains. Guards 
preparing Inſtruments of Death and Torture, He 
advances in Confuſion. | 
Arv. Off, off, vain Cumbrance, ye conflitting Thoughts! 
Leave me to Heav'n. O Peace ! It will not be— 
Juſt when I roſe above Mortalit 5 
Help, ye Saints, : 
Angelick Miniſters deſcend, deſcend ! 
And lift me to myſelf, from Friend to Friend. 
This 1s all ſo nobly pompous, and fo ftrangely 
like thinking, that Words cannot ſpeak its Praiſes — 
Only-I would have recommended to the Author, as 
an Explanation of Help ye Saints, Angelick Miniſters 
deſcend, &c. 
I fay, I would have recommended it to the Author, 
to have had, in this Place, ſome little Boys in white 
Shirts, and Paſteboard Wings, to have flown down 
with-a Hand-Basket, in order to have carried Arvida 


up to himſelf —— Who, to be ſure, thought him- 


ſelf in the Clouds, as he frequently talks abovg a 
Mortal's Apprehenſfion. . , 


| Arv. And be bis Name the Balm of ery Lip, 
Thar breaths with Carpenters from Chip to Chip. 
There's a new. invented Lip Salve for you 


lere Bahes ſeratch'd his Head, and cry'd, „ Ah 


40 Bad chat is as well as I can do, c.“ 
un he Scene between Trollio, alias Trolly Lolly; 


and 


[21 ] 
and Arvida, alias Whindle Bludberboy, the Diſtinction 
made between a Wife and a Bride us exquiſitely 


| nice Nothing can come up to it—But his owning 


her to be a Woman, and at the fame Time de- 

claring, She was formed for Foys unknown io Mor- 

tal doubt Bayes, Junior, hardly ever had any 

Converſation with a Female above an old College 

Bed. maker; ſo thought your Tragedy Beauties 

were formed only for 8 heir Tinſel 

Trains ſeem to have dazzled his Eyes and his poor 

Underſtanding ſtrangely. wan 0: 

Arv. Yes, Peace has Sweets [ He Swoont. 
That Hybla never knew ; it ſleeps on Down, 
CulPd gently from beneath the Cherub's Ving; 

No Bed for Mortals—Man is Warfare— All 

A Hurricane within—Yet Friendſhip floops,' 

And gilds the Gloom with Falſhood-- Smiles and Varmpp! 

For flill the Storm grows high, and then no Shore! 

No Rock to ſplit on! *Twere a kind Perdition 

To fink ten thouſand Fathom at a Plunge, 

- And'faſten on Oblivion. There wwe hold, 

And all is Good Night! 

Some Corrections here humbly offered to the Au- 
thor's Conſideration: Would not Gooſe's Wings do 
as well as Cherubs for this Down Featherbed? Inſtead 
of Hurricane, I heard once fame new - coinꝰd Jriſb 
Words that ſeem'd ſtrangely expreſſive, and might 


do as well, viz. A Calamma, a Circumflury, and a 


Hurrabus. But Arvida's breaking orr, becauſe the 


Author could not co on, is incomparable. 


- It was, I hear, diſputed at the Rehearſal, by the 
Prompter and Author, whether Lavender, or Spirits 
of Hariſborn, ſhould be applied to Arvida's Noſe 
when he faints: But the Property-Man declared, 
He durſt not exceed his Commiſſion; which was to 


uſe fair Water only; for his Maſter had given him 


poſitive Orders all Things ſhould be done in the 
cheapeſt Manner, being a great Friend nay" 
2 Enter 
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Euter Criſtina, Mariana, and Atendavits.” ' + 
By the following Scene 1 imagine Criſtina to be 
as I have deſcribed her in the Dramatis Per ſonæ 
tin the Green Sickneſs) ——To be ſure ſhe was but 
lately come from a Boarding-School, or a Bawd's 
Nurſery ;-and, by her being ſo hot upon it, I think 

ſhe might prove a dangerous Companion for thoſe 
of her dyn Years; which, by the Folly and Inex- 
ience ſhe ſhews in this Scene, could not poſſibly 
be above Eleven or Twelve What will ſhe be when 
the comes to her Teens? thc 
Criſt. The Senſe but io have ſav'd that wondrous Man, 
1s ſtill a ſmiling Cherub in my Breaſt : 
A poor Hen Sparrow in an 1riþ Neſt, | 
This ſmiling Cherub was a pretty Baby, for Miſs 
- Crifina to play with, *till ſhe got hold of her 
Gigantick Guftavus (as ſhe repreſents him) to make 


a hugeous Husband o 

By all that I can gather from this Scene, 
Guſtavus was as tall as Berexchien, © 
Miſs Critty ſhorter than a Chineſe Queen, 
To Miſs Critty Maitre Laertes enters, who ſeems 

as pretty a Boy, as the Page in Philaſter, or Douglas 

in the Albion Queens — As does the Tag of the 

Act ſomewhat reſemble the Fondneſs of Madam 

Selima for Avxalla in Tamerlane, who deſires the 


Prophet Alba, only to leave Mankind to themſelves 


a little, juſt to take care of her dear Bit. 
dee eee 


Scene the Mountains of Dalecarlia, or, Sir H. Mac- 


worth's in Wales, or any other Place you pleaſe. 

Enter Guſta vus 85 a Peaſant—Daleecarlians following. 
Our Author reſolved to give us Variety: Now 
ſhifts the Scene again 3 and alſo changes his Hero's 
Me 2 | L : 1 Dreſs 

* In * ines. ſome, for Berenchien, read Berenſladt; for 
ce ; Bur Shaw the Rhinter ach ovt fo 

; Happy- * | ) 
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Drefs from 2 Blackſmith to a Clown. Here the 
Actor was to be allowed to have his Face waſh'd. 


As to the Unites of Time, Place, Sc. his noble 


Genius ſcorns them all, and then cries, I and Shake- 


ſpear are above minding thoſe Things. 


I remember two Lines of a Prologue I would 


offer to him as a Reply, 


But nor" s Self tranſgreſvd, and ſhall each 

| «« El] 

« Each Pigmy Genius, quote great Shakeſpear”s Self? 

But I don't wonder at the modeſt Compariſon, 
ſince ſome of the Puffers of this Play aſſerted before 
it came out, That a celebrated Poet ſhould recom- 
mend this Tragedy to a Gentleman, with Words to 
this Effect, That the Author had a Mixture of 


„ Shakeſpear and Milton, with this Difference only 


& (Troniendo) that he excelled them both— 
Riſum Teneatis Amici? 

But as the Reputation of the Poet and the Gentle- 
man here hinted at, may be of ſome Conſequence, 
—— we ſhall (now the Subſcription is over) 

r no more ſuch idle Tales. 


| 1ſt. Dale. How my Blood boils | 


2d. Dale. Ibo is this honeſt Spokeſman ? 


3d. Dale. What, know ye not Rodolphus, the great 


Joke's-man, 
ſome miſcall'd, Rodolphus of the Mines? 

7 better Butcher ner Aruck Steel thro' Chines. 

All this is very fine, as is what follows. 
1ſt. Dale. We are no Baſtards. 
2d, Dale. No. 
3d. Dale. Were Dalecarlians. 

N. B. The Dalecarlians and the Wild Ir 72 vere 


all honeſtly married. Pray, Sir, may not a Son of 
2 Whore be an honeſt Fellow? 


In this Scene Guſtavus frequently repeats what he 
has often ſaid before; and the Cloſe of the Whole 


is —after an Hour's haranging a Parcel of mad 


[24] 


Kagamuffins, he works them up to make a great 


Noiſe, which he compares to an Earthquaxe 

The Shouts of ſupernumerary Attendants, Candle- 

Snufters, and Scenemen, in a Play-Houſe, is juſt as 

like an Earthquake, as our modern Guſtavus is like 

a real Hero. 

Guſt. Give me my Arm. — Off, off, ye dark Diſeuiſes | 
For I will be myſelf, (In Iriſb Frizes) 

Guſtavus comes once more to lead you on 
To laurell d Viftory and fam'd London. 

Here the Player was to throw off his Country 
Jacket and diſcover a rich Waiſtcoat, his talleſt 
Cap and Feather was- to be put on, and his beſt 
full-bottom Peruke; his Baſket-hilt Toledo-Truſty 
being. delivered to him by a Page upon one Knee— 
He then was to make a Bear-Garden Flouriſh and 
{rut up-and-down the Stage——Oh lud-!——Like 
any thing And what a fine Sight would that 
have been! And what a bouncing brave Figure 
would the Actor have made here! During this Gro- 
teſque ſort. of Pantomine, the dirty Dalecarlians 
were to lay their wiſe Nobs together, and, with 
Winks and Nods, to utter the following pretty Stuff. 
rſt. Dale. I it? 3 | 
2d. Dale. Zes. 
3d. Dale. No. 
4th. Dale. Tig he! 
5th. Dale. *Tis he! : 
6th. Dale. Tig be | 

This put's me in mind of the Whiſpering Scene 
in the Rehearſal, between King Phiz and King 


Uſb, viz. | 

K. Phiz, Firſt He — 

K. Ups. Secondly They ö 
«\ K. Phiz. Thirdly and Laſtly, both He and 

<. They—crys Bayes—** Now one Whiſpers Now 

© Vother Whiſpers Now mind how I make em 

both Whiſper, and fo they go off pn 
Wi | | ut 
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But mark how the Diction riſes. . 30 
Siv. Strike me, ye Powers !—[t is Tllufion al!! 
| [ * A Shout. 


It cannot. | 
Guſt. Vpat, no nearer ? 


Siv. Ji, it i— [Full and embraces bis Knees, 


Guſt. O Speechle/s Eloquence ! | 

Riſe to my Arms, my Friend. 

Siv. Friend ! ſaid you Friend? 

O my Heart's Lord! My Conq'ror ! My {——— 

That's all! That's all !—A Flaſh of a Prologue 
only! as Bayes ſays: But, when is the Play to 
begin? By-and-by : When three or four Acts of it 
are over, 

{Exeunt Dalecarlians hollowing and howling 
Guſtavus, Guſtayus, Liberty, &c. | 

; Enter Anderſon. | 
And. There was a glorious Sound !—or, Iriſh Howl. 

To us foul Weather's fair, and fair is foul. 25 

What Pity it is this Play was not acted; I wiſh 
it had, if it were but for the Enjoyment of the 
Horſe Laugh, which the Pit would have certainly 
burſt into at this Paſſage, as well as many others 
As thro' many Parts of the Play they would, no 
doubt, have applauded the Performance by a Chorus 
of Whines and Groans, an Occaſion for which, 
often occurs thro? the Whole. 

And. This is a Stratagem that ſaps the Miner, 

Makes Treaſon turn a Traitor to itſelf, 

And mock its own Deſigns. 

Treaſon turning Traitor to itſelf is incompara- 
ble——Sapping the Miner is deep, indeed It 
mocks all Senſe, all Meaning, all Deſign. 

Arv. - It ſhall be done— 

Empire! Criſtina l th 4 affrighted Sun 


Start 


* A Theatrical Shout has always a fine Effect on the Upper 
Regions, or TEE Gallery: We have em often quoted 
in this Play, to as little purpoſe as now. 


| 
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Start back with Horror of the direful Stroke, 


It ſball be dane. Calm, calm the Hell within, 
. Thy Looks may elſe turn Traitors 


Oh ! Glorious Bombaſt and conſumate Nonſenſe ! 
what Sort of a Figure would thoſe Looks have made, 
were they condemn'd to be hang'd, drawn and 
quarter'd, for turning Traitors? 

Enter Guſtavus. 

They look for ſome Time on each other — 

(As one Fool may upon another) 

—Arvida lays his Hand on his Swor d— 

(And till takes Care to break his Word) 

— And withdraws it by Turns—then advances ir- 
reſolutely. 

Here was Room for a World of important Panto- 
mine A rare Stage Trick, when Poets don't 
know what to ſay, to leave the Actors to them- 
ſelves to look Part of a Scene. One ſhould be 
certain of the Players tho — Or they might make 
but fooliſh bungling Work on t. 

Arv. I know thee not | 
It is the Time's Eclipſe, and what fhould be 


In Nature, now is nameleſs. 


This is the Eclip/e of Senſe ; and what in Nature 


the Author meant, is nameleſs. 
Arv. Have I not dream'd ? 


Muſt ſoon be dart 

That dark Dawn is ſublime, indeed. 
my - For I ſtand 2 2 

pon @ Spire, againſt whoſe ſightleſs Baſe | 

Hell _ his Wave beneath ; for Satan 'here had 

race, 

Here the Author, in his Dream, like the Devil, 
got on the Pinacle of Nonſenſe, and. then was afraid 
of being drown'd in Liquid Brimſtone—Poor 6 

av? 
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how wild he muſt look when he talk'd at this 


Rate But he's excuſable There are great Incon- 


ſiſtencies and Interludes in Dreams, almoſt as many 
as there are in this Play. Take the four following 


Lines of Dryden's, and ſee if he deſcrib'd them 
unjuſtly. | | | 
« Dreams are the Interludes which Fancy makes, 
« When Monarch Reaſon ſleeps, this Mimick 
wakes 4 . „ 
« Preſents a Medly of disjointed Things, 
« A Court of Coblers, or a Mob of Kings. 
Guſt. Who knows no Fault, my Friend, knows no Perfection. 
I know what you would ſay, my Dear, but you 
talk Nonſenſe for all tat. 8 | 
Guſt. The Rectitude that Heav'n appoints to Man 
Leads on thro” Error; and the kindly Senſe 
Of baving ſtray d, endears the Road to Bliſs ; . 


t makes Heaven's Way mote pleaſing | O my Brother,, 


*Tts hence a Thouſand Cordial Charities 
Derive their Growth, their Vigour, and their Seweetneſs, 
This ſhort Lapſe © OED 

Shall to thy future Foot give cautious treading, 

Ereft and firm in Virtue. 

In this Speech he thought of a Guide——and a 
Journey—and going out of the way—and coming 
ro the Right—and of a Diſtiller—and ſweet Cor- 
dials—and what they are made of—and a fuddled 
Man ſtumbling——and then of his recovering his 
Legs and catching hold of a Poſt—and of—whu 
what not ? | = 
Guſt. Tou ſhall not paſs. 

Arv. I muſt, 
Guſt, Whither ? 
Arv. I know not——O Guſtavus ! * 

Oh delicious much upon a Par with O Swedes ! 
Swedes |' oh Danes | Danes | or—oh ! Huncamunca 
Huncamunca oh I really believe Arvida, when 
ne ſays, He knows not .. nn he would go; ard 

| | 19 a 


— — 


28 
confeſs, ns did not know neither. 
Arv. Pardon may 
There's the Lei bean Sweet, the Snow of Heav' n, 
New blanching o'er the Negro Front of Guilt, 
Fair as th* unwritten Page. 
Here the Author has dignified Meaning quite 
away. His Lethean Sugar-Candy he provided for li- 
quoriſh Children, I ſuppoſe—And then, mind how 


he finds out a new Way of waſhing a Black-a-moor 
white—By laying him down with his Face upwards, 


to be ſnow'd upon: That fair unwritten Page is a good 


Contraſt to the many Sheets he has foully blur'd and 
cruelly blotted. | 
Enter Guſtavus followed by the Dalecarlians, Anderſon, 
Arnoldus, Sivard, Officers, &c. 

Well, here enter the Dalecarlian Mob—— As un- 
like Shakeſpear's Citizens (which they are a poor Imi- 
tation of) as this Guſtavus is unlike the Brutus, and 
the Cato, which were never to be talk'd of more after 
this Play made its Appearance. Thus, I am told, did 
ſome of the moſt Ignorant of the Players chatter a- 
mong their pleaſant Companions, over their Two- 
penny — But their Knowledge of Poetry and Politicks, 
is much upon a Parr with their Knowledge of their 
Profeſſion ; 9 | 
And ſome of them have ſhewn themſelves to be 

© What no Man living &er would wiſh to ſee, 
Thro' this Scene we have the ſame dull Hibernian 
Stuff ſo often repeated, it becomes more tedious than 

« A twice told Tale, 

«« Fretting the dull Ear of a drowſy Man. 
And by that Time the Author has ended his third 
Act, we find his Hero got no farther than he was at 
the End of the firſt. | | 

The Word L1szrTY is ſo often thundered in our 
Ears, .thro* every Scene, one would imagine, by 
the Dearth of Imagination that appears thro' this 

; Author's 


the Aurhon, if he dare be ingenious, will, i believe 


| ets ͤ ae CCS ns 
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Author's Writings, he thought all Liberty was. but 
a mere Word, Sound or Eccho; for, thro' the whole 
Play he gives us no Characteriſtick of the Thing itſelf: 
But I own (as I would give the Devil his Due, tho 
he ſhould take the Author) I am inclinable to be- 
lieve, he wou'd if he cou'd. | 
1ſt Dale, Let us all ſee bim! Every Man Fobn of 


us. 
2d Dale. Yes, and hear him too. | 

3d — 24h Let us be ſure is be himſelf, and no-body 

elſe, 

4th Dale. Our General- Our Blood-Bolt and old 
Buffer. 
5th Dale. And we will fight while Weapons can be found. 

6th Dale. Or Hands to weild do them; or be hang'd 

or drown'd. 

7th- Dale. Get on the Bank, Guftavus. 

Here the ſagacious Prompter propos'd to mount 
the Player upon a Joint-Stool, artfully conceaPd by 
a Piece of painted Cloth, to repreſent a riſing Bank, 
or ſmall Hill Where the Actor might make as 
compleat a Figure as the itinerant Preacher (or vagrant 
Collector) does on Kennington Common, and then 
enthuſiaſtically harangue his Mob *till ſome of them 
becoming as mad as himſelf, might get proper A- 
1 provided for them in Bedlam or Bridewell. 

fancy, to confute them and their Followers, would 
be no hard Task, if undertaken by two Juſtices, and 
the Keeper of a Houle of Correction; they need not 
quote many Books, I believe, beſides the VAGRANT 
and Rior AA. Acts of Parliament in ſome Caſes 
have been found of Uſe to convince, as well as the 
Acts of the Apoſtles. 


. Guſt. Mbat are fifty, what a thouſand Slaves, 


Match'd to the Sinew of a ſingle Arm, 
Wat ſtrikes for Liberty? ; 
Obſerve how che bold brave Broughton, With a 
ſtrong Arm beats a Number of chicken-hearted 
a : | W ſapleſs 


. 
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ſapleſs Bums: What other Picture is drawn here? 
| Gut. He who wants Arms, may grapple with the Foe | 


And fo be furniſb d 


A pretty Sort of a ſcrambling, Snatch-Battle truly! 


What Soldier &er beheld ſuch a one? Or what 
Painter could draw it? But the humerous Hogarth, 
to make the Mob grin : Twould be a rare Confuſion 
of bloody Noſes, crack*d Crowns, cropt Ears, and 
bloody Fingers. The hard Names of Men and 
Towns, and Towns and Men, diſpersd- thro' this 
Scene, and, indeed, thro' the whole Play, ' were e- 
enough to have broke the Teeth of rhe Players in 
pronouncing them, or the Teeth of a Todth. drawer, 
as I doubt they would the Drum of every Auditor's 
Ear in hearing them. 2 

Guſt, Iſeel, I feel them fill me out for Fight, 
Dey lift my Limbs as feather'd Hermes light ! _ 
Here the Player, I ſuppoſe, was to have cut a Caper. 
Guſt. Or lite the Bird of Glory, io ring high, 
Wunder within his Graſp, and Light'ning in bis Eye ! 
| To make it a good Triplet, one of the Players 
Propos d to add, 

At Sir Jobn Oldcaſtle's ſee an Eagle fly. 

Here the Player was to roar himſelf hoarſe, and 
do go off with a Bounce. 


. 5 
Troll. Let Hearn ſpy out for Virtue, and then ſtarve it: 
But Vice and Frailty are the Stateſman's. Quarry. 
I don't know which to admire moſt, the blaſphe- 
mous Complement paid to Heaven, or——The im- 
pudent, falſe Reflection thrown on Stateſmen. 
The innumerable Hums and Ha's ! in this Play, 
would make one ſuſpect the Author for a Quaker: 
But they (however particular in ſome Things they 
appear) are generally Men of ſuperior Senſe to this 
Bard; tho', thro? this pretty Piece of Poetry of 1 
; 0 
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he would infinuate, he had all his Senſes in Perfection, 
which Secret he diſcloſes to us by his frequent Uſe 
of the Words feel, I fee, I heat, Sc. I believe 
they are repeated at leaſt a hundred Times But 
they ſerve to fill up, and help him out at a dead Lift. 
I take it to be part of the Buſineſs of a Tragick 
Writer to raiſe Terror, as well as Pity; but Guſta- 
vus reſigning his innocent Mother and Child, to be 
butchered, excites Horror; and muſt be ſhocking to 
an Enghiſþ Audience, who barely endure the Roman 
Brutus, for condemning, his Son Titus to Death, tho? 
proved a Conſpirator and Rebel. This Scene is a 
_ Imitation of Nat. Let But, in the vain De- 
igh of outdoing Lee, our modern Guſtavus is barba- 
roiis. 5 | — 


Auguſta. Ay, why, Guſtavus, 
Why is this Form of Heavineſs ? 


No bad Hint, I own, to the Gentleman deſign'd 
to play Gnftavus : He's an extraordinary Actor, and 
would fully have anſwered the Expreſſion of Auguſta 
—— A Form of Heavineſs ? 


TE Ve 


Enter four Slaves as bearing the Bodies of Auguſta and 
Guſtava on a Bier covered eur Women in Chains 
follow weeping. 

Here, after the Example of Bayes Senior, our 

Younker begins his Act with a Funeral, I ſuppoſe 

he was very fad when he wrote it lt outdoes the Fu- 

neral of Lardella all to nothing. She had only King 

Pbix and King U to attend her Coarſe; but our Poet, 

reſalyd to make the Scene grand indeed, brings on 

two Coffins and four Maudlin Attendants chain'd —- 

Tis pitiful-=Tis wonderous pitiful! who that had 

beheld the Coffins brought on, and carrry'd off (by 

diſmal looking Death-bunters, all cloath'd in black) 

hut muſt have cry'd © It was a moving Scene?“ y 
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By the Deſcription little Maſter Laertes gives of 
the Battle (which is the only Buſineſs of the laſt Act; 
and which makes much ſuch a Figure as Bayes's Bat- 
tle of Hobby Horſes, c.) one muſt ſuppoſe Mr. 
Guſtavus ſuch a fee-faw-fum Man, that he kill'd all 
the Enemy himſelf——1 wonder he did not eat them 
afterwards. ' | 
Enter Criſtiern upon a fiying Florſe, without bis Helmet, 
his Head broke in ſeveral Places, in great Confuſion 
and Diſorder, half drunk, and quite mad. His Coat 
gnd Shirt all dirty and bloody. His Whinyard eat by 
Guſtavus to 4 Dagger He throws away his Sword, 
knocks, out the Candles, kicks Laertes raund the Stage, 
trightens. Mijs Kitty out of ber poor little Wits, and 
then.“ Then be does talk! Good Gods ! How be does 
talk h | | 
There's Pantomine and Machinery for you 
The Siege of Troy in Bartholomew Fair; or, Perſeus 
and Andromeda, in Drury-Lane, never came up to it. 
The Author here muſt acknowledge himſelf obliged 
to the Deſcription of Raw-bead and Bloody Bone 
A terrible Man often talk'd of to frighten crying 
Children. Mind ſome of the following Dialogue. 
Criſt. There is a falling Dagger in that Tear, * 
To kill thy Child, to murder Critty dear. 
Criſt. Then thowrt my Critty ? 
Criſt, Zes, upon my Shoul ! 
Criſt. My Child ! 
Criſt. Arrah ! Fait! and Troth ! am]. 


Criſt. 

*I have heard of weeping Blood, but this Monarch can weep 
Daggers, ay and ſuch thumping Tears as are able to contain 
em. Sure our Author had been reading Gulliver, till he fancy'd 
himſelf, his Hero's and Actors, all o Brobdignagian Race 
1 wonder he did not make him weep Pikes, Petronels, Petards, 
Pateraroes and Firelocks ; he might as well one as the other: 
But, if he did not care to deal at all in Fire Arms. T ould 
certainly have heighten'd the Scene if he had chang'd that Falling 
Dagger to a glaring Backſword——would it not have made a 
bolder Figure? It would read, ſpeak, and look quite as well, and 
have full as good an Effect. 


5 1 
Criſt. Curſe the ! then curſe me ! join with Head'n and 
Earib b 
And Hell to curſe | IH 
Pretty Inſtructions for Daddy to give his nown deaf 
Girl. 
Criſt. O wave thoſe Things, Dadda! 
Troll... Ha! Pm going, 

But wither ? No one near] to feel! to catch ! 

The World but for an Injtant ! for one Ray 

To guide my Soul]! ber Way grows wondrous dark, 

4nd down, down, down! and a downa ! [I Dies. 
Enter Guſtavus, Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sivard, &c. 

in Triumph. Guſtavus advances, and the reſt range 
themſelves on each Side of the Stage. 

Guſt.” That we have conquer d, firſt we bend to Head n 

[Guſtavus bows. 

And. And next to thee \ [Anderſon bows, 

All. To thee ! to thee! Guſtavus! wy all bow round. 

All this While the Muſick plays, Bayes's bowing 
Dance, as in the Rehearſal; and Drawcanſir-Gu/- 
tavus ſtands in the Middle unmov'd, and unmindful 
of his Slaves, who all bow round to him, and one 
another: And then ſays Teague — Ubu-· boo 
upon my Shoul it is a very pretty Sheremony !— _ 

What becomes of Miſs Critiy is not clear'd up 
Various have been the Conjectures Some ſay, ſhe 
went to the Boarding School — Others, that ſhe went 
to nurſe her Pappa. Some hint ſhe went Prentice 
to a Milliner or Semſtreſs Others, that ſhe run away 
with one of her Father's Footmen While many con- 
fidently affirm, ſhe turn'd out a ſtrolling Actreſs, 
and made ſhift to get a comfortable Subſiſtance by 
it : If o, much Good may it do her, and I take my 
Leave of her and Guſtayus Vaſa, or Vaſa Guſtavus, 
Eſq; being a little tired with their Company. 

The Three firſt Acts of this Play, I am told, 
was wrote at Leiſure, and took up à conſiderable 
Time——1 ſhall only ſay, I wonder a Man could be 
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ng about them The Two laſt were finiſhed 
fince the Author's honouring the Exgliſb Nation with 
his Preſence—And were diſpatch'd in a few Weeks 
To which permit me to reply, I wonder a Man 
could write ſo much Stuff in ſo ſhort a Space 
Had this Dramatic · Piece been wrote. before the Eſſay 
on the Profund, the Gentlemen, who fayour'd the 
Town with that humorous Piece, need not have 
been at the Trouble of ranſacking and rumaging 
many obſolete Authors, for various Examples of 


Profundity; fince, I think, I may venture to ſay, 


this notorious Bard, alone, would have furniſhed *em 
with enough. I am almoſt inclin'd to believe, little 
Guſtavus was dull enough to read that Eſſay, with a 
ſerious Attention; and not finding out the Joke, 
underſtood it all in a literal Senſe, and then took it 
into his deep Head to write a Tragedy: To which 
the Motto might have been De Profundis Clamavi. 
But I grow weary of writing on this Subject, as, 
I doubt not, by this Time, you are of reading, and 
I muſt check myſelf from proceeding, ſince it is 
certainly as much miſimploying of Time, as it would 
be to read all that has been wrote by, Settle, Theo- 
balds, or Banks, &c and then to write Critical 
Notes on their Works All ſuch Authors this 
Guſtavus ſeems to have ſtudied, admired, and copied. 
To them and his Admirers I leave him, and am, 


(Wiuh that high Honour, 
Great Reſpef?, and 
Profound Regard he deſerves) 
His very humble Servant, .&c. 


Now for the Epilogue, and then good Night. 


T his Epilogue was propoſed in Lieu of an Enter- 
tainment, it ſeems; but may truly be ſaid to be, 
the moſt unentertaining Epilogue that ever was at- 

| tempted 
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tempted——The Drift of it ſeems to be, to re- 
commend the Author as a ſpecial Man for wanton 
Widows ; and Madam Criſtina as a Pattern of 
Chaſtity : While poor Nell was to delight the Ladies 
with as coarſe common-place Smut as ever ſhock'd 


Modeſty. 

5 FINTS. 
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Speedily will be publiſhed, 


A PanTomimicar Farce, of one Act, call'd, 
A Bold Puſh for a Proteflion, or a Privilege; or, 
A Sailor turn'd Beau and a Beau turn'd Sailor. 


As it was lately Rehearſed, in ſeveral Ale-Houſes, 


at a Sea-Port- Town, 


&« Did not you hear of a gallant Sailor, 

„ Whoſe Pockets they were lind with Gold? 4 
non. 

« The Ladies look'd out of their Windows to jee 

Jo Gay and ſo Gallant à Sight-a ! 

Suckling. 

e Same Men grow great from their Revenues ſpent, 


« And fly from Bailiffs into Parliament. 
| Young's Univerſ, Paſſion, 


Printed for Toby Littlewit, for the Benefit of the 
Author, and the Maſter of the Company, to make 
em amends for their Diſappointment, and the in- 
eredible Loſſes they ſuſtain'd by this Farce not 
having it's deſir'd Succeſs: The Majority of the 
Audience (on a Critical Scrutiny) when it came to 
de perform'd in the Town-Hall, having diſapproy'd 
the whole Performance, as a damn'd bad Thing. 
V. B. This Farce was judg'd, however, no 
1mproper Piece to be tack*d- to the Play of 
Guftayus Vaſa. 
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